T heincil Lamentable 7raoedie 

That brcuijlit hcrf'or this l.%[, gooc! luriie fo fm re. 

Enter the Empereur, Tamers 
andhertwe fonnes , mihthe 
Moore nt one doore, 

SaturniHe. So Bafcianns ,yc\\ haue plaid your prize. 
Godgiueyouioy fir of yourgallant Bride. ^ 

Pafcianus. And youof yours my Lord,I fay no more 
Nor wifh no len'e.and fo I take my leauc, ’ 

Saturnine. Traitor.if Rome haiic law.or v%c hauepower 
Thoivandrhyfedionlliall repent this Rape, * 

Baffianus. Rape call youit my Lord to ceaze my owne 
My true betrothed !oue, and now my wife; * 

But let thclawcsof Rome determine all, 

M^ane whileam I pofleftof thatis mine. 

Saturnine^ risgood fir, you are verieflrort with vs, 
Butif wcliue,weelebeas fharpe with you, 

Bafetanus, My Lord what I hauedoneasbefllmay,' 
Anfwerc I mull:, and fiiall doo with my life, 

Onely thus much Igiueyour Grace to know. 

By all the ducties that I owe to Rome, 

This Noble GentlcmanLordT’/r#/ here, 

T s in opinion andin honour wrongd, 
rhatin therefeueof Lauinia, 

VVithhisownehand did flay his young eft Ibnne, 
Jnzealetoyou,and highly moude to wrath, 

TO be controwld in that he frankeliegaue* 

Rcceaue him then to (iiuoiir Saturniney 
That hath expreft himfclfc mall his deeds, 

A fatherandafriendtotheeand Rome. 

Tttust Prince Bafetanus leauc to plcade my deeds, 

Tis thou, and thofe,tbat hauc diOionourcd me, 

Rome and thcrightcous heauens be my iudge. 

How Ihauc loudc.indhonourcd5i»/»rwff<, , 


at the other doore 

? Bafetanus and lauinia^ 
^l^wtth others, * 


Taufor/it 


of Titus Ancironicus. 

tamora. My worthy Lord, if enerramora, 

V V ere gratious in thofe Princelic eies of thine. 

Then heare mefpeake indifferently for all: 

And at my fute (Arecte) pardon what is paft. 

Saturnine, V Vhat Madam be diOionourcd openly. 
And bafclic put it vp without reuenge, 

■xamora. Not fo ray Lord, the Gods of Rome forfend, 

1 fliould be AuthourtodiOionouryou, 

Baton mine honour darel vndertake. 

For good Lord I'ttus innocence in all, 

V Vhole furie not diftembled fpcakes his griefes: 

Then at my fute lookc gratiouflic on him, 

Loofe not fo noble a friend on vatnefuppofc. 

Nor witit fowre looks afflift hisgcntlehart. 

My Lord : Be ruldc by me, be wonne at laft, 

Diffcmblc all your griefes and difeontents. 

You are butncwlic planted in yourthrone, 

Leaft then the people , and Patricians too, 

Vpon a iuft furuay take Titus part. 

And fo fupplant you for ingratitude. 

Which Rome reputes to be ahainous finne. 

Yeeld at intreats ; and then Ictme alone, 

I le find a day to maftacre rhem all, 

And race their faflion and their familie, 

Tlie crucll fathcr,andhis traiterous fonne s, 

TO whom I filed for my dearc fonnes life. 

And make them know what tis toIetaQuecnc, 

Knecic in. the ftreets and b egge for grace in vaine , 
Come,comcfweete Emperour,(comc t/fndxonictts'^ 

Take vp this good old man,and chearc the hart. 

That dies in tempeftof thy angric frowne. 

Saturnine, Rife 77/»jrife,my Emprcffc hath prcuaild, 
Titus. I thankeyour Maieftie,andhermyLord, 
xhefc words, thefc looks, infufe new life in me, 

Tamra, Tz/nrj J amincorporatein Rome, 
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